The Professor himself appeared in a white overall and
conducted her through padded double doors, exhibiting
above his white-pointed beard the experienced, sympa-
thetic face of the woman's doctor. Helene Willfuer
breathed more freely in this atmosphere of cleanliness
and clinical correctness. She had not yet unburdened
herself of her fears and her desires, had not yet dared to
express her furtive and forbidden wish. Heaven only
knew whether Professor Riemenschneider would wish to
understand her. . . .
" No, there is nothing wrong in the direction that you
seem to fear," said the Professor, on the completion of
his examination. " The irregularities that you complain
of arise from a different cause. I would recommend a
slight operative treatment and then all would be well
again. You would just come to my nursing home for a
few days, five or six days, a mere trifle	"
A mere trifle, of course; a ridiculously small affair,
the simplest matter, really nothing at all. For a few
seconds Helene believed the doctor's fairy story, was
deceived by his smooth and vague way of calling things
by other names.
" I see—is it really necessary then for anything to be
done ? " she asked, awkwardly and innocently.
The Professor smiled to himself behind his pointed
beard.
** Oh, yes," he said. *c Yes. It is necessary if we are
to help you. In fact it is essential"
" And then everything will be in order ? ** breathed
Helene Willfuer, relieved. <c Only—forgive my asking—
the fee, Herr Professor ? "
The Professor, who was washing his hands, threw one
rubber glove into the steriliser and casually stated that
the operation fee would be 1,000 marks, to which must be
added the slight expenses of the sojourn in the nursing
E	1*5

